THE PROGRESS OF THE FIERT CROSS
Who, in the battle or the chase.
At Roderick's side shall fill his place?
Within the hall, where torches' ray
Supplies the excluded beams of day,
Lies Duncan on his lowly bier,
And o'er him streams his widow's tear.
His stripling son stands mournful by;
His youngest weeps, but knows not why;
The village maids and matrons round
The dismal coronach resound.
CORONACH
cHe is gone on the mountain,
He is lost to the forest,
Like a summer-dried fountain,
"When our need was the sorest.
The font, reappearing,
From the rain-drops shall borrow,
But to us comes no cheering,
To Duncan no morrow.
'The hand of the reaper
Takes the ears that are hoary,
But the voice of the weeper
Wails manhood in glory.
The autumn winds rushing
Waft the leaves that are searest,
But our flower was in flushing,
When blighting was nearest.
*Fleet foot on the correi,
Sage counsel in cumber,
85